Nor rock nor tree nor men heard Mabon,
Imprisoned castle known to Salmon,
With help of him, Mabon set free,
And brought to Arthur's castle in glee.

Kilwich and Kay reputed as craftsmen,
The best burniser of sword shine,
The giant appreciated their skill,
Gave his scabbard and sword by will.

At once, they hit on his throat with sword,
Of Gwernach, the giant as their word,
The cruel wolf slain many herds,
And hide in cave with her two cubs.

Arthur and his train hunted her,
And took the cubs in hand unslur,
A leash made from beard of robber,
Dillus, plucked out alive, unsober.

With wooden tweezers up on mount,
He scotched a wild bear to surmount,
His gluttony; his slumber sound.
None known nor sense around.

His men a deep pit dig at feet,

Struck and pushed him in, held his bleet,
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